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The stunned silence of the common room was broken by the rough call of Keeper 

Bowstock for the Healers.  Master Sirac, followed by Karli and Piper, made his way to 

the front of the room in the wake of concerned murmurings and straining spectators.   

 

Lying on the floor in the center of a ring of tavern patrons was a young man in fine 

traveling clothes.  He wore the soft red cap of a royal Herald.  Over a stained and tattered 

white shirt he wore a red tunic, trimmed in black, bearing the black falcon of House 

Newcastle.  About his waist was a wide belt which held a steel dagger carried in a fine 

leather sheath and a large leather pouch.  Hanging on a thin brass chain about his neck 

and shoulders was a leather valise.  His legs, clothed in soft leather trousers and high 

riding boots, kicked and jerked in rhythmic spasms while his upper body lay perfectly 

still.  His longish brown hair had once been cut in a courtly style, but was now lank and 

wild with bits of pine tangled in the locks.  His fair complexion looked waxy and his 

once-handsome features were gaunt with fatigue and sickness.  The villagers gave the 

twitching form a wide berth and some made the circle-and-cross motion of the Wyrm-

sign against evil.   

 

Master Sirac took quick control of the situation.  “You there, Bowstock and Morianson.  

Stop idling and lift this boy up.  Take him to the long table near the stage and be quick 

about it.  Hold his legs down.  Mistress Karli and I don’t want to be kicked for our 

troubles.”  The two large men did as they were bid and carried the stranger to the 

designated area. Karli called for more light and candles were moved from other tables to 

accommodate the Healers.  Master Pelwyn, one of the village elders and the local 

silversmith, called for someone to fetch Father Kariot from the shrine.  The circle of 

villagers reconvened around the long table.     

 

Keeper Bowstock and Lazron Morianson were sturdy men in their prime; nevertheless, 

they strained to control the thrashing of the young man’s legs.  Master Sirac and Karli 

positioned themselves on opposite sides of the table and began examining the young 

Herald, working silently but in concert after many years of practice.  Piper hovered 

within the circle formed by the villagers, but out of the way of the Healers.   

 

The man felt feverish, his skin moist and warm to the touch.  His breath came in shallow 

pants as his heart raced.  His lips were dry and flaky from thirst and his cheeks were 

hollowed from hunger.  His legs still fretted and danced about to some unheard tune.  He 

seemed to be unconscious, but was obviously not resting in any real sense of the word.  

Master Sirac lifted one of his eyelids to examine his eye.  His bushy brows furrowed as 

his head jerked back in surprise.  Karli peeled back the other lid and was taken aback as 

well.  The Healers met each other’s gaze over the Herald and a message passed between 

the two.   

 

“You there, young Poric.  Help Lazron with those legs.  The Keeper will need to mind his 

hall.  I’ll get the shoulders.  Karli, go on ahead and prepare the table and a sleeping 

draught.  Clear a path!”  Master Sirac moved to the head of the table to grip the young 

man’s shoulder’s while Piper took the jerking legs from Keeper Bowstock.   

 



Tears of Vriannon : Dance of the Fey (Part IV) 

©2007 Shedrick Pittman-Hassett 

A figure in a long black hooded robe emerged from the crowd and made his way to the 

table.  The hood had been pulled back to reveal a chubby, wrinkled face ringed by a grey 

short-cropped beard.  His thin grey hair was shoulder-length and straight.  Around his 

neck on a thin steel chain was a steel pendant carved in the shape of a winged, collared 

Wyrm wrapped about a double-edged sword.  

 

“Master Sirac, what passes?  May I be of assistance?”  Father Kariot’s voice was high 

and querulous, but firm in its sincerity.   

 

“I’m sure you can, Father, once I get this lad settled down a bit.  We’re taking him to my 

home where maybe he can get some rest.  If I can’t get him settled, he’ll die of 

exhaustion.” 

 

The old priest nodded.  “Of course, of course.  A moment, please.”  Father Kariot stepped 

forward and placed a hand on the man’s face and murmured a brief prayer in the cant of 

the Church.  The old man nodded and backed away. 

 

“Whatever has happened to this man, the Void-spawn have had no hand in it.  

Nevertheless, I will help in any way I can.” 

 

Master Sirac silently thanked Gaal for that, and for Father Kariot having the sense to 

quell such rumors so quickly.  “I thank you, Father.  You can start with a few prayers and 

then I may need you to help keep vigil.  In the meantime…”  Master Sirac hefted the 

young man’s torso up as Piper and Lazron lifted his still-kicking legs.  The three men 

then carried the spasming Herald out of the Blue Wyvern and into the cold autumn night 

toward the Healers’ home.   

 

 

Karli quickly lit the lamps in the work area of the house.  She then cleared her cot and 

placed the thin feather mattress on top of the work table.  Opening the various chests near 

the work table, she gathered the ingredients to make a strong potion with which to calm 

the young Herald before he did himself lasting harm.  Fortunately, the work came as 

second nature to her; her hands seemed to work of their own accord as she considered 

what she and Master Sirac had seen back in the Wyvern. 

 

As she and Master Sirac examined the poor young man, both had come to the same 

conclusion.  He showed all the signs of someone who had exerted himself beyond his 

natural endurance.  His death could come in a matter of hours unless something was done 

to calm him. And then there were his eyes.  When she lifted the lid to see how the eyes 

would react to the candlelight, she was taken aback to see that what should have been the 

whites of his eyes had changed to a faint shade of violet.  The glow of the candles seemed 

to make his eyes shimmer in an eerie lavender glow.    

 

Apparently Master Sirac had noted the same phenomenon and both knew that they 

needed to get him away from the crowd before a witch-panic started brewing.  In the 

relative quiet of their home, the Healers could try to determine the root cause of the 
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young man’s malady and try to set him right.  If the source was some sort of sorcery or 

enchantment, then proper consultations could be made with Father Kariot without stirring 

up unrest in the village.   

 

Karli felt the stirrings of panic herself at the thought that the Herald had been cursed or 

ensorcelled in some manner.  What if he had brought some sort of doom to the village?  

What if she and Master Sirac were now caught in some enchanter’s web?  Worse, what if 

there was nothing she and the old Healer could do to help the cursed young man?  

However, Karli’s more pragmatic side always won out.  If it was magic, then there was 

nothing she could do.  In the meantime, she would do everything she could to help this 

unfortunate young Herald find his way back to health. 

 

Karli poured a pot of hot water over the bowl of herbs she had just finished mixing and 

set the mixture down near the work table.  She then took a clean kitchen towel and 

soaked it in the mixture.  The door to the house burst open as Master Sirac and the others 

began carrying the still-moving Herald to the work table. 

 

“Set him down here, there’s a good lad.”  Master Sirac spotted the mixture that Karli had 

prepared.  “Ah, good lass.”  With Piper and Lazron’s help, he managed to get a broad 

leather strap secured around the man’s legs and the work table.  The stout table of thick 

oak was already secured to the floor and the strap proved effective in holding his legs in 

place.  Sirac then took the herb-soaked cloth and began trying to squeeze some of the 

liquid past the young man’s dried and peeling lips.   

 

Karli turned to Lazron and Piper.  The former was already edging toward the door while 

Piper sat on the edge of Karli’s cushioned chair.  “Thank you gentlemen, for your help.  

Master Sirac and I will take him from here.  Please keep the poor man in your prayers.”  

The large farmer simply nodded and left, shutting the door behind him.  Piper looked up 

at Karli. 

 

“I’d like to stay, if you don’t mind.”  His voice was quiet and distant. 

 

Puzzled, Karli responded “All right.  But the space is tight.  You’ll have to stay out our 

way.” 

 

“Of course.” 

 

Karli frowned and turned to help Master Sirac.  “Did you make the mixture good and 

strong, lass?” 

 

Karli nodded.  “Yes, I used the same proportions as when we quieted Sir Brynis’ horse.” 

 

“Too much can kill him.” 

 

“If he doesn’t rest soon, it won’t matter.” 
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“Aye, true enough.” 

 

Sirac continued to dribble the mixture over the Herald’s mouth, trying to force it past his 

lips and down his throat without choking him.   

 

“You noted his eyes,” Karli murmured. 

 

“Aye.” 

 

“Could it be blood?” 

 

Master Sirac sighed.  “I think not.  As you know, some veins may turn that shade, but the 

blood turns red like the sun when the light hits it.  This is true of highborn and low.  I’ve 

seen eyes so shot with blood they seemed red, but never anything like that.  It was the eye 

itself that turned.”  

 

Karli nodded and moved away to wet a cloth to place on the man’s fevered brow.  Piper, 

still seated in Karli’s chair, reached up and grabbed her arm as she passed. 

 

“You won’t be able to cure him.”  He said this with surety born of the obvious, as if he 

had just declared that the sun was red and sky was violet.   

 

“Master Sirac and I are not without skill and it is early yet.  Have faith.”  Karli reached 

down and patted the minstrel’s hand.   

 

“You don’t understand.  There is magic involved here.  The greatest Healers in the realm 

would not be able to save him without help.”   

 

The room was small and voices carried well.  Master Sirac continued to feed the young 

man from the cloth.  “You saw Father Kariot pray over him.  He is not possessed or 

ensorcelled.  Calm yourself, boy, or go outside.” 

 

Piper gripped Karli’s arm tighter and looked up at her imploringly.  “He said that none of 

the Void-spawn had inflicted this upon him.  There are sorceries about in the world that 

spring from places other than the Void.” 

 

Karli looked down at Piper’s agonized expression in concern.  “How…” 

 

“What’s this?”  Master Sirac called out in surprise.  “Karli.  Bring me the smallest knife 

from the case.”  Karli looked back to see that the old man had set the cloth aside and was 

examining the man’s neck beneath the collar of his tunic.  “Poric, stop your fretting and 

help me get this tunic off.” 

 

After the man’s tunic and shirt were removed, Master Sirac pointed out a small wound in 

the young man’s neck.  “Some sort of puncture.  I think there is a splinter in there.  Piper, 

hold the light.  I’ll get my glass.”   
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Piper took the candlestick nearest the old man as Sirac went rummaging through a 

cupboard and produced a small round bit of ground glass as thick as his calloused thumb.  

Karli took up the small sharp blade.  The old man held the glass before the wound to 

bring it closer to Karli’s eyes as she made to cut the splinter out.  Piper stood behind them 

to give the pair plenty of light.   

 

Karli began to cut the pale flesh of the Herald’s neck when she stopped in surprise.  “Did 

you see that?” 

 

Master Sirac grunted.  “I must have been bumped.  Poric, watch yourself.” 

 

Karli shook her head.  “That was no bump.  Watch.” 

 

As she moved the blade closer to the wound, Master Sirac saw what Karli was talking 

about.  The splinter shifted within the small wound, burrowing deeper into the man’s 

neck. 

 

“What is this…”  Master Sirac began. 

 

“Sorcery,” replied Piper succinctly. 

 


